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Mrs. Herman Updyke working off a

season's caviar on the parallel bars.

IT IS a common pla-nt, I think, that indoor
exercise is boresome. T r'mos-

phere of a gymnasium, redo;,
steam rooms, towels and alcohol-vinegar,

the «rv<*r.ce of competition, except for the
u.'ra young in the *,f squash and

1 all, the deadening i
:rh his infernal QOUI

to exhaustion, these are but f¿ non-

attrartiv«» qualities of what
wholesome pastime.

I feel that It is high time something was

| | to advance the pr-rrf'- : ath-

Obviously there Is n.n-h * he said in thcir
favor. They are independent of weathtr, for

.hing, and that is

When one considers the condition of putting
greens and tennis courts during the recent

(hlutre «f June and early July it is evident that
wo ra*:n..t ignore the necessity of making our

gymnasiums more attractive.
As they are now they are imponible. Once

in every winter I make unto myself a solemn
vow to take systematic rxerci«-«*. My fir-

pay my ha-k locker rent, which is an item
which seems to he perennially in arrears. The
second pfc -*pect the content! of said

*. There is a mysterious quality about
a cM hich always interests me. It-

hings have a vanishing or a changeable
ahility which is fascinât;* « the first

thing to vanish is the key. In fact, a «-izable
tr'-a"-«* '-ould be wn* 1 keys
alone. They collect most înarvelously. One's
key ring becomes bulky and annoying. It l

in one's pi has a habit <>f get¬
ting under one's wheel ba«e nt inopportune mo¬

ments. Keys of varied lengths and sharpness

accumulate. I suspect that they breed. An»

yet moat of them never fit anything. Nom

ever fits onc'a locker.
Each year, having vowed my vow of phyal

cal regimen, I «ay to mysHf, "I will run up t**

the locker room and inspect my things."
After a fitting period of procrastination 1

achieve this end. Trying each key in turn, 1

get no answering click from the lock. I ther

MMM Tom, the locker steward.
"Tom," I say, with a surprised look, "I aeem

to aave mislaid my locker key. Will you kindly
admit me."
T'm turns the handle. The darn thing has

been unlocked all the time. Within It is al¬

ways the «ame story. All. all are gone. The

old familiar trousers, Ik» faithful flannels, the

biwn tW.Uf, the well morn sneakers have

been metamorphosed into a pair of running

pant« nr.d a redolent sweat shirt. This is part
r...i'-or.ry of athletes.

This is usually enough exercise for the first

<iay. Thereafter I become more mathodica"
Tuesdays and Fridays are the dajs I set apart
for hygiene. T»> s few sundry purchase! of

my own Tom adds desirable garments fr.ni

that mysterious source of supply which is al¬

ways at a steward's command. In this way 1

'..i-ip;. get my own clothei hack, though I

am never quite certain of their identity. How¬

ever, fully equipped after a fnshion, I pursue
health. But it is no use.

Mike, the ruddy instructor. looks at me re¬

proachfully as I ignore the ponderoua medi¬
cine ball and turn to the more individualistic
rowing machines and chest weights.

«nally I cannot bear the supervision of

an expert. I know that I am putting on weight,
do not like to be reminded of it, end so

crudely, too.
take that pot off you," says Mike.

Iltdnndl It is the merest embonpoint,
suitable to my years, and becoming, too, aome

<>f my friends Bay. Just what it is becoming
I cannot say.

It is also humiliating to grunt in the pres¬
ence of strangers. I like to do my grunting in

private.
Therefore, as I eay, I betake myself to a

quiet corner with a bunch of cheat weight« or

I mount that absurd bicycle thing with a

little bell that tinkles every hypothetical mile
Mounted on this, I am free from coarse com¬

ment. I can philosophize. I can let my fancy
range. In imagination I tour England. I re¬

peat a long day's ride of my early youth, when
I pedaled fifty miles through English rain to

In»pect Leicester Cathe.lra.. **nly to find that

there wa» no cathedral in LtkttttT, nor ever

had been. Sometimes I *n re¬

flection that I take an actual header from cur

hypothetical bic«-.->. I* is all so b"ring|
Plainly something must '.

Mr. Walter Camp made a gesture in the

right dire-' hi« fUftOttl Dftily 1

In an erudite preamble he de«.
a setter dog reaches (or a bone without moving
his feet. Though I have rot the faintest

to be like a setter dog, the idea fascinât
I tried the stunt, not with a .«h a

bath sponge, and was so su.-ce-nfu!
un th» Dai'v Dozen

in earnest, even

throwing in a few
extra contortio:
pood meaaure. But I

; it dull fare.
Thinking that com¬

panionship might add
a certain zest, I in¬
duced my better half
to join me. I waa re¬

lentless in my de¬
manda. The:.
heard of the Victrola
records which set
these motions to mu¬

sic. This »leen.

open glorious
ps and I atonce

-ed the outfit.
The results mere

disappointing. It il
all very well to be
amusing, but auch
ability is more fitting
in the evening. To
become the source of
howling mirth, set to
music, in the gray
dawn is distinctly an¬

noying. I suppose it
is the intimacy of the
family tie
breeda a certain flip¬
pancy. If one couM
only practice ÜMM
things with some one

else. However .

We abandoned the
Daily Dozen. My re¬

cords and booklet are for sale at half pi
the highest bidder.

But, I repeat, Mr. Cam«; -vas in the

right direction. He MOM the unattrn

ne»» of most eal

Miss Winifred Taplow is in what
might be called the first flush

of middle age.

«m, »ugar-coabed with jazz mrlorli-
showed that he was on the right track. Hut

,r onoug'n.
idra. in its full development, fli'

i mg when

completing nulo on a rowing rr.i.

My system on the rowing machine has ;>

heen this: For the first four mliea la

that I am the Yale rrew. This mak.
.i«'. I merely maintain a

speed sufficient to heat Harvard. The next four

miles are a paddle hack to quarters, a

even pull, with an occasion.il
¦ is always im-

nri«««iv» with coin!

clean catch and a

hard, driving :

¦hnical do
turn may not !*.

as I am

ng the
paper expert».

,<>. because
RO bla-le

the final
miles the scene

changes. I n

longer in a «hell, but
in a light cancK

lady. There ar«

eral who m, though
I

my rowing machin»*.
Together we skim
over the smooti

I a silent lake.
:.aded

by a rose-pink para
sol, regards my form
in if

approvingly.
"How beautifully

you row!" she mur¬

murs. "Hr-1
"Hey, there, you!

Wake up!" bawled
MilM on the day I
ment.

I sprang to my
feet. But, though the
vision vanished. I
«.lung fast to the tail

of my idea and little 1
back

Briefly it is this: What we need is n
The idea may come wi'h .1

certain shock, but why? We have the same

thing in ou
.' »lanHng re

batí I «irk y-'j, eot_14
And yet when

loot the aex

are segreg.»
are in

Quaker n.

A man's \m Ts a secret fastne
i an may approach. A woman

is even more spent a hido-oao h«
of s Turkish bath «rkOi

in the r

h I had to pass OB I .¦".- dres

They hnd sli-.p»-! In _n<W the in

'.<»« la'lies' day, or I ha
r the impression that it. wain

hich. At any rate, there I v.»

«ring my little life away. I.i vain

'he enll hell. Thi*» attendant, afte
( hi« kind, was »alking hasehal

I wa

I and ready t

What a ma bave!1
«aid.

» is that th<
ind worn«-

Ar 'ghtei
named Flaherty, thinks -nly of mj

I

A natural devolopinon | ian is the
n of the things

for. h ii
perfectly absurd for I I

and hurl a BN »il at» each

y have
'ter. Like-

«tudy-
M graceful, for¬

as graceful

more <_;..

»ge, more
«' »«tep. more enrhyth-

-if you follow me. A-* instructress

in th:
' v

..tie of «Mr. Zieg-
ll already

What our la-. I i rid th*-m
l imaginary ills is more real exer-

iding of muscle and
n which they will receive

myself acting as as-

tnt
An the feature, I may

iculum.will be the eo-educa-

Now he singt at his work, and u

perfect pest in his ruddy health.

tiont! f£ sa»*»*».

Hogarth h. nit\% 8a»
. .* . ¦

«ha *yi*«ajasJ<i
hei* tjfMJM

nation fron ~*Mi tr«

has hut -.- X.\tís\
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*-**%
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at was kr. «Afp«
colite'.:
vate owner. T: " í|k»<
« hins. ' »Un

. Uk Xa
:n what : »¡Wd th« ftrK.

age, an «g« whiek fcy rif__
l«f»f WWB4S*

V. hen she CM IJM mnf«Wri
frankly that she squeaked i*-, .-veryportai. tk|
could

' IQmoMctl
r an oil can. You should »«*e htr tet«

parries a qtwt«
i, á-ttíj
r.en! T_

who is literally fie;«- ..'h t_»t:

on the flytog rings is r. : this ta

Uncle Theodore, who car.-.e to scoff t&d t»

M month ago ht «wiért
raise » pwh*

Now he sings at hit work,«i
I '»11 at i

ruddy he* .

HAVE A LITTLE MUSIC ON ME?
By THOMAS L M.ASSON Illustration by ELLISON HOOVER

EVF.N* now as I write the Philharmor

...y is celebrating its eightie
birthday. It is almost as old and ful

as harmonious as Cha,

For some time I have been hoping and e

pecting to put our music on a proper nation

basis. People come up to me constantly ai

complain that we have no music in Amerl
at all. I met a lady in Topeka, Kan., and si

said she had to come to New York once a yei

and go to the opera just to cet tuned up, ai

-n at that the tuning didn't la««! more thl
< weeks. Only the other day a music

friend of mine said he thought there oug

to be self-determination for all musical instr

lents. There is a natural temptation,
.--urse, to go from that point and talk abo

harmonious adjustments and fewer distort.
One might also say that all of our music
notes are overdue. But the whole affair li<

deeper than that It i.» net light
treated. Here we are, with a lot of perfect
good musical critics on our hands and nothir
1-eing done about it. How are we going 1

support them in the «-tylc to which they ha-.

been hitherto unaccustomed.for that is a coi

M that everybody, no matter what hi
;n hie, is now looking forward to.if there

»i n__ nvi«. lying around loose for us t

f bra? ab«.'' W% brag about pretty muc

/thing el-- * about nr.

Charles Lamb and I at one time were mue

alike in one respect. Naturally he neve

learned to write as ¦¿.»ll as I can. for at th
?irr.c he lived there was nobody around lik
Arnold Bennett Of Harold Fell Wright totead
him how. But he confessed that he didn'
like music, and I once felt the same way abou
it until I got going to the opera. I didn'
want to go to the opera, but the ice crean

and coffee between the acts were so good tha
I began to enjoy it.

Also, there is plenty of music in this coun¬

try. When I say music I am not speaking d
philharmonic music or opera music, but jusl
music. No matter where you go somebody i«

playing on something. A;.d in every place I

know of they have musical evenings. There is

alwayt once in your life when, no matter what

you do or how discreetly you may conduct

yourself beforehand or what precautions you
may take, you simply have to go to a musical
evening. It was at one of these evenings.the
only one in my life that I didn't manage to get
out of going to- that I got my first start about
our rational music, got to thinking about it

desperately and passionately, got to feeling
that unless we had a national music very soon

now things would even bi worse than tl

assuming that such s thing is possible.
There were a lot of musical people there. In

fact, everyl.4-.dy there was musical. I was the

only one who O here I was

willing to admit tl.!«. I said to myself: "I'll

juat own up to it. I proba!" iy any¬

way. I'll tell >m that In: <>ne of those rare

products of nature that admits he car. *

or even run up and down an

aria or yodel anything worth
yodeling. And they'll love me

for it. They'll admirs my enor¬

mous courage."
But when I faced the crowd I

began to weaken.by leaps and
bounds. With superb intuition
I saw that I could get away with
simply nothing in that crowd.
I'd got to do some fast lying. By
and by a large, almost perfectly
pink, lady backed me up «to an

alcove. She was on the out¬
ride and I couldn't have escapad
if I had wanted to. And I had
to act as if I didn't want to.
"Our mu»ic," she said, "has

got to be put on a national
basis."

"That's what I have been »ay-
right along," I exclaimed,

my voice ringing with excite¬
ment. "It can't be too Boon to
suit me."

She managed to close up a

little bit on the sofa, allowing
me graciously about eight inches
space in which to sit beside her.
It took no deep calculation on

my part to see that she was a

derful woman.and at the
very height of her strength.
She had blond hair and blue eyes
and I should say tipped the
-.«.ale at about 310. She was a

Nordic, if you get whst I mean.
Gertrude Atherton says ths Nor¬
dics are the dominant type, and
I believe her. This lady might
have been the wife of a Norse chief, snd,
no matter how big and strong he might be,
*,t wouldn't have made any difference to her.
"You know about our committee?" she in¬

quired, her soft blue eye» enveloping me com¬
pletely. If she had been an aatronomical body
and 1 had been doing some eclipsing.well, I
might be a dark spot, but that would be
about all.

"Oh, yes, ye», ye«," I said; "fine committee.
I look for great things from such a committee.
What ought to be done." I went on feverishly,
"is to have music everywhere.I mean every
village, every hamlet, every borough; that i»,
every place where there are people, ahould be
a center of music."
She was beginning to breathe hard. Some¬

how I got by intuition the thought that the
music wasn't quite right, snd so I cor.ai

doyled :

I course, by music, I mesn.well, I mesn

what you mean.harmony. I mean Beethoven,

"¡»n't it terrible that there is »o little music between u»./ mean among u»./ mean with us! '

be ought to be everywhere, if this great coun¬

try," I continued, with a wiJ<l gleam in my
right eye, "only knew more about Beethoven;
and then there's Liszt ami Handel and, and
Bach.he was a grand bird.I don't mean bird."

I began to chortle humorously.
"You know," I went on, "I was thinking of

those wonderful Wagnerian forest scenes, with
all the warblers. We don't have such scenes

now. Isn't it terrible?*'
I took her hand in mine.
"Isn't it terrible!" I asserted, with ai

psychic power, "that there is ao little music
between us.I mean among us.I mean

us. But your committee! Ah, they are bound
to pull us out of this slough of.of indiffer¬
ence."
"You feel that, do you?" she anked, gently

squeezing my hand back, completely wrecking
my golf for at least twc weeks. "You really
feel that? Oh, I am sure yoi* ||

"I do, I do. We see it everywhere.indiffer¬
ence. Indifference to our leadership, indiffer¬
ence to our literature, indifference to our na¬

tional honor. Look at (iompers," 1 continued,
"What does he car«

"H<- play», docs he?" she whispered,
niewhat,"

his not having studied in I s his
having any particular standing her«

"Naturally." She began I » m

until I feared for my intercostal. She t
her lamp-

m it happen," »he asked, "that one
< so passionately addicted t real music,

who, t is so evident to me, is tilled with the
wonderful Symphony in D minor an<i
knows Bach as I can feel you must, how does
it happen, sir, that you are not a meml
our commi"

I spoke quickly snd with much feeling,
nterests!"

I ask what your business is?1*

It seemed to me best on the
spur of the unhappy moment to
convey the impression of opulence.
I had once bought tW4i shar«

I common st 83, having
saved up for this great a«!
ture over a serie» of months,
and afterward I was forced fei

B at 72.
"I dabble in many things," I

rtpUid nonchalantly. "Princi-
nally Steel."

"Ah!" she smiled. "So I
i big business men

are so much alike. Out a..

«."U seem so severe and practi¬
cal, so materialiatic. But in¬
wardly".

She a couple of rib«
are all idealists. Have

you contributed to this wonder¬
ful

" I responded, rub-
| my good hand against the

t»ther. "I to
lifty thousand; you see the

steel business is perfectly
thorn it".
up suddenly and by a

deft twist akidde»! towurd the
ing.

r.'.v.," 1 whispere»), "I
K |l ave yuu. But we shall

again, r.ev«»r fear." and I
a rapid getaway.

do meet it won't be my
certain, I

can see her coming long before
she seees me.

¦«.«.ma.-., toi. She has the
.ltry at heart.

ause it seemed best
¦ne to act as I did

reason why I «i**n't love
t want it put right in the

..¡de.

g is to gather all the
together and 1« >. y in the face.

.:>r what kind of U .«re if you
¦ hard enough they will begin I

I know it. I've seen 'em
t.¦:. No fact can stand up ag*<

And what are the facta about
our '.nation?

village and hamlet and
tatrj has a band. Hia.-

iii this country has
» pUn :anos, no mst-

ter how much ptia it causes, and find out
N we stand with them

:. then, look at all the house of|
¦ report .-00*1

wer-

play harmonica» ilege itudantoat«.
twenty pla I *nT mam*

.ce that a ¦'.* II
is going to perform in your town, il

have to put them up "".".it ¦

you going to do about thi« » I»-**1*
comes ir. by thi day «-¦

charge» $
Tak<" I -ta*» **** "

:. personalh -rr. are golf "M I
I boro h- i .«- ' I.

How are -,4e going to treat th«8»1 An9*- á

without regard for our common »WoWi c- 1
stanri. tl'*ww I
all ( . yn.ent just telOOJ they ."-. f

ir boord of 1 :'

NV-er! And on B. .¦¦-. «.». wtlf

¡ink» at present is so uun*d^«litfll-j
have to wait sometime» nearly an hear bwort

«m go Of feo d« wttfc a" ow «.f**1

«Are we going to conflM .»¦.¦ *

alcoholic still«?
I is very nnuh more*|j' 1

..w» about. We don't rt-v

:z<- it. .

Although my solution may seem too rs-lic»*

in nq **' " *2
out. I have stu.iii-.i thi n« ,B4

ly for the last four days »rd I *n<5« »

gnat deal more ai»out it, even ÚWB -*^
Hughe-, ».i Mr. Borok I "*.** '¦ . vS'f ***
these g»-ntlem---i. 0 ,r ;., I ii-< «-*-¦

I'.'th.
1 Uko Borah bottor than Hughes, becM*

when I tried to go to Fir.-pe Borah ma

no ..bj.ctioti. He Mid frankly that he did»

can-, Hughe» act, .1 differently. Hp .ittÄ

very strangely. !' that. l*f«*« j
went. 1 »01 fee pay up my ir.»*« me tax, »>

also furnish him with a certificate »»^
I I m born. How eottld I tell that,

a.imit ti*.nt I »01 present whon it hspp«*
I have long since forgotten all the detai^

Th" or.ly thing I am su-- of ».. th**
musical. t

An»l I have beet: that way ever sine«.

il why I say now that in order to put
country where It belongs musically .»« m^
do just ore thing. Every librarian kno

this.. K very librarian knows t*

poopil all the tiook» of every

want to read, they will gradually PJj*
out bt-tter and better onea, until they nn

nc<iuire good taste in literature.
\ that is what we muat do with ¦..»

Wl MMt give every inhabitant of the Ui"

s all the muaical instruments ther» .**'

plac- them within his reach-and let him
^

;.!«;. ing on them until he learns m"«"«
the »lemocratic way. .n

Then..nentually, if not now-w »¦¦*

have harmony. And until that timo eon*»

we shall have to get along. We won't ba «w

¦Oaa/M off than they are ir Europe, on-/**/'
I


